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MRS. TABRET: [Very quietly.] Very early after his accident I
had promised Maurice that if life became Intolerable to
him I would give him the means of putting an end to it,

STELLA: Oh, God!

MRS. TABRET: I said that if his sufferings were so great that
he couldn't bear them any more and he solemnly asked
me to help him, I wouldn't shirk the responsibility of
giving him whatever drug was necessary to put to a
painless end an existence he was no longer willing to
endure. And sometimes he'd say to me, Does the
promise still hold? And I answered, Yes, dear, It holds.

STELLA: \With the greatest agitation^ Did he ask you last
night?

MRS. TABRET: No.

LICONDA: What happened then?

MRS. TABRET: I knew that Stella's love meant everything to
Maurice and I knew that she had none to give him
because she had given all her love to Colin. What do we
any of us live for but our illusions and what can we ask of
others but that they should allow us to keep them? It
was an illusion that sustained poor Maurice in his
sufferings, and if he lost it he lost everything. Stella had
done as much for him as even I, his mother, could ask of
her. I was not so selfish as to demand from her the
sacrifice of all that makes a woman's life worth while.

STELLA: Why didn't you give me the chance?

MRS. TABRET: Years ago, when for my sons' sake I put aside
the great love I bore to that funny old major standing
there, I thought that no greater sacrifice could ever be
asked of me. I know now it was nothing. For I loved
Maurice. I adored him. I am so lonely now he Is dead.
It was a lovely dream that he dreamed, and I loved him
too much to let him ever awake from it. I gave him life
and I took life away from him.